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Selfie? 


by demidemyx 


Summary 


‘Sora stopped on one picture about halfway through and grinned. It was one in which 
Kairi’s hat had fallen down, just obscuring her eyes, only showing her happy, lazy smile, 
and Sora’s entire face was blurred from the headbanging which had seemed a good idea at 
the time but had resulted in a kind of mild headache. “TI like this one,” he said, smiling like 
a little kid. “It really. ..feels like us. If that makes sense?” 


In which Sora and Kairi are gay fucking nerds, Xemnas is miraculously not in deep shit 
and Roxas functions a little different than most. 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


The Night Before 


Every year on the last day of the summer holidays, Kairi would have Sora round at her house to 
stay the night. It had been their special best friend tradition since they were just starting secondary 
school, and it served as sort of a preparation for what was to come: the academic year being back 
in full swing, swiftly punching them in the face with homework and Monday mornings. They 
needed to fade into that shit carefully, and scientifically speaking, the best way to manage that was 
to stay up all night together eating crap food and talking about crushes. 


Now, it is a truth universally acknowledged that when you’re up at 4AM, conversations get weird 
fast, and the scale of said weirdness (and the rapidity at which it grows) is directly proportional to 
the amount of sugar ingested by all involved parties which, in Kairi and Sora’s case, was a metric 
fuckton. This in mind, it was somewhat understandable that, while they leafed through Kairi’s 
wardrobe to try things on, they were playing Fuck/Marry/Kill with cartoon characters. 


“Okay, I got one,” Kairi announced, trying on a particularly gaudy sequined cowgirl hat. “Papa 
from Berenstein Bears, Miss Finster from Recess and the Pink Panther.”’ 


Sora ‘hmm’ed thoughtfully as he held a cute miniskirt to his waist and, judging that there was no 
way it would fit him, discarded it. “I’d definitely kill Finster, but that kind of leaves me with no 
choice but bestiality, and that’s not really my aesthetic, you know?” 


“This game was your idea,” she sang-spoke, tossing a nice A-line with a wider waist in his 
direction. 


He caught the skirt, looked at it in the mirror and, in approval, shot Kairi a nod. “Well, I guess ’'d 
have to, uh, do it with Papa Bear. He seems more human than the panther.” With that, he started 
pulling the skirt up on over his pyjama trousers. 


“He has a wife and kids, you total homewrecker.” 


“Give me a break, Kairi!” Sora chuckled, then turned back to his reflection. His outfit- well, 
technically Kairi’s; they were her clothes, after all, but he was wearing them, so there- was pretty 
freaking awesome if he did say so himself. The skirt Kairi had tossed over was a light lilac that 
complimented the shimmery teal top he’d picked out. Kairi looked kickass too, of course, in her 
favourite pink summer skort and the pretty flowy pleaty white top, and of course that fucking hat. 
There was only one thing to do. 


“Selfie?” he proposed. 
“Do you even need to ask?” 


They pushed some random crap (Dairy Milk wrappers, Sora’s PE Kit, a bazillion teddy bears) off 
the beanbag on the floor, and on it they posed with peace signs and silly expressions for their 
favourite dumb teenager activity. Sora was one of those people who wasn’t satisfied with taking 
just one picture, so he jabbed the button at least twenty times, he and Kairi changing their stances 
after every click. When they were done with their super intense modelling session, they flicked 
through the photos. 


Sora stopped on one picture about halfway through and grinned. It was one in which Kairi’s hat 
had fallen down, just obscuring her eyes, only showing her happy, lazy smile, and Sora’s entire 
face was blurred from the headbanging which had seemed a good idea at the time but had resulted 
in a kind of mild headache. “‘ like this one,” he said, smiling like a little kid. “It really...feels like 


us. If that makes sense?” 
“Tt actually really does.” 
“T’m making it my lock screen image.” 


He went ahead and did so while Kairi played with his (unnecessarily spiky) hair. She yawned. 
“Would you rather only eat asparagus forevermore, or live the rest of your life in the body of a 
rabbit...?” 


“Rabbit,” he answered without a second thought. “I need my chocolate.” 
“Chocolate is poisonous to rabbits, actually.” 
Sora put his phone down and stared at her. “Well, then, what’s the point?” 


Kairi giggled. “I’m glad to know where your priorities lie,” she said, rubbing her eyes. “Gosh, I’m 
kinda sleepy.” She took her hat off, chucked it aside and flopped back to lie on the beanbag. 
“How long until we have to get ready for school?” She was quickly losing the ability to keep her 
eyes open. 


“About three hours,” said Sora, doing a quick double check of the time on his phone. 
“Ah.” 

“Rikw’ll be fast asleep.” 

“Yeah.” 

“Wanna wake him up?” 


She shot up, eyes suddenly bright and attentive despite the dark circles. “You bet I do!” She 
grabbed Sora’s phone, unlocked it- passcode 1234, because he had no common sense- and 
selected his contacts list. 


However, before she could get scrolling for Riku’s name, Sora snatched the phone back from her. 
He tilted the screen away from her and started tapping at the screen with more vigour than he had 
ever outwardly expressed before. Where was this work ethic during our history assignment? Kairi 
wondered, and then, noticing her friend’s bright red cheeks, adopted a sly smile. “What are you 
hiding?” 


“Nothing!” he insisted. “It’s just my phone’s froze and I’m trying to get it to work again.” He kept 
tapping, like the phone wasn’t cooperating. His eyes bore into the screen like he was pleading it to 
just this once please do what he wanted. Kairi, though, saw his apparent distraction as the knock 
of opportunity. She took a quick peek over his shoulder. 


Sora couldn’t hide his phone screen as fast as Kairi could read. His finger kept tapping in the 
name field of an ‘edit contact’ page with Riku’s picture on it, for which the name field read ‘the 
babe’. Sora looked in horror at his friend, who had put two and two together and was grinning in 
delight. 


“Sora!” she gasped, clasping her hands together. “Oh my gosh! That’s adorable! Does he know? 
Have you told him? Are you going to ask him out? Are you ALREADY out? Oh my gosh, Sora, 
you need to tell me these things!” 


In truth, he wasn’t exactly embarrassed that Kairi had twigged his crush on the guy. No, he was 


just embarrassed that she found out this way. By reading his silly contact name for Riku. The one 
that he’d made just-for-the-lels at 4am some night when it was too hot to sleep. 


“Uh, no, he has no idea, actually,” Sora admitted, “so ’d appreciate if you didn’t tell him. I’m not 
sure how he’d take it.” 


Kairi nodded. 
“Promise?” 


She took his hand, a serious look about her. “You know Id never go around blabbing your 
secrets, right? Sora, I’m your best friend.” Intertwining her fingers with his, she looked at him with 
eyes that demanded a response. 


He smiled faintly. “Yeah, of course I do. Thanks, Kairi.” 


“But Riku! For how long, Sora? Oh my gosh, it would be so romantic if you liked him way back 
when we were little kids, oh my gosh, you could be like those soulmates-“ 


“Kairi, stop,” he laughed. “It’s nothing like that. It only really started a couple weeks ago.” He 
took his hand away from hers and wrung it with the other, staring downwards. He looked up with 
a new heartiness. “Crush for a crush! You have to tell me who you like now!” 


Now Kairi’s face reddened. “I don’t like anyone,” she said softly, drawing her knees up to her 
chest in a defensive gesture. Her smile was embarrassed, even nervous. 


“You're not getting off that easily!” teased Sora. “Come on. Who is it?” 
She looked down and covered her face, tense giggles erupting from her throat. 


“Aw, come on, Kairi. You know you can tell me, right?” He put a hand on her shoulder. “Id 
never go around blabbing your secrets,” he echoed. “I’m your best friend.” 


Kairi laughed for a few moments more, then stopped. Hugging her knees now more than 
previously, so tightly it seemed she might cut off their circulation, she looked Sora in the face. 
“Okay, okay. Fine.” A few more seconds of the giggles. “I can do this!” she breathed. A 
moment’s pause. “Okay. Do you know Naminé?” 


“T think she’s in my cousin’s nurture group. Uh, is she the smart blonde kid?” 

Kairi gave a curt nod. “Her.” 

“Oh my God, Kairi, really?” Sora beamed. “You two would be great together, I just know it!” 
Her face lit up. “You mean that?” 


“Of course!” 


Kairi looked happy but still eager to change the subject. She gestured to her friend’s phone. “So, 
are we going to call the babe?” 


“Shut up,” he chuckled, adding 141 to the start of Riku’s number. They sniggered as he hit the 
call button, but Kairi’s look quickly turned to one of worry. Simultaneously with the first ring, she 
grabbed her friend by the sleeve. “Sora, what the heck are we even going to say?!” 


“’,.Dammit!” he said. “You speak!” He thrust the phone into her hand and jumped up and away 
so she wouldn’t just hand it back. 


“What- Sora! Come back!” Kairi ordered. “I don’t know what to-” 
“Who the fuck is this?” 


Riku had picked up, and Kairi knew she had to improvise something. Heart pounding, she 
mouthed ‘screw you’ Sora and then closed her eyes, hoping a good idea would come to her in the 
precious few nanoseconds she had before she really needed to speak. She prayed for a sudden 
stroke of genius to hit her so hard she’d be lucky to stay conscious. It did not come, of course, but 
what did come was as follows: 


“Hello, am I speaking with Riku?” 
sgl OBeeh t 


“Um, this is Charlotte from Forth One! You just won three tickets to see...” Her mind blanked and 
she looked to Sora for help. He shrugged fantastically, so it was all down to her to save the day. 
She took a deep breath and searched her mind for the name of a band. Oh God, please, any band. 


“Westlife!” Except that one! 


Sora gave her a kind of what-were-you-thinking glance. She threw a hand in the air, no idea 
herself. 


“Tt’s, like, four in the morning or something.” 

Well, Kairi decided, go big or go home. “All you need to do to claim your fabulous prize is 
answer this question!” Another few seconds of brainstorming, then: “Who is objectively more 
attractive out of the mouse from An American Tail and the artist formerly known as Prince?” 


“What the fuck kind of question-” 


“Ten seconds remaining on the clock! Hurry up with your answer!” Kairi and Sora’s eyes met and 
in the sheer gracelessness of the moment they couldn’t help but collapse in laughter. Sora doubled 
over first and Kairi fell right beside him, taking good care not to let his phone hit the ground hard. 
They curled in on themselves as they laughed, and thus inadvertently cuddled into each other. 


On the other end of the line, Riku was clearly fed up and, in a slightly more awake state, aware of 
exactly who he was talking to. “Oh, very funny, jackasses.” The call ended less than a second 
later, and the two kept laughing until their stomachs hurt, at which point they were pretty much 
running on zero. 


They fell asleep at half past four in the morning, curled up together like drowsy kittens. 


Back to Routine 


Chapter Summary 


First day of the new school year: you know the drill. 


As Sora and Kairi walked through the front entrance of the school, the first person they saw was 
one of Sora’s cousins. 


“Hey, Ven,” said Sora. 


Ventus smiled. “Hey.” He looked like a massive prat even with his perfect uniform because his 
hair was going all over the place, including directions that didn’t look physically possible. Kairi 
gave a little wave to be polite then pulled Sora forwards before it could develop into awkward 
smalltalk. 


“Oh my God,” she whispered as they pressed on into the hall. 
“What?” 

“Ventus’ hair looks like it belongs on one of your old Sonic OCs.” 
Sora elbowed her. “Shut up!” 


Due to some impressive sleeping-in, they got to school only a few minutes before the first period 
bell, which meant two things: they didn’t have much time, and pretty much everyone was already 
in the building, so it was loud as hell with their chattering and groaning about how they already 
missed the summer. Kairi scanned the crowd, her eyes eventually resting on a spot across the 
room, where Riku sat at the edge of a table. She pulled Sora over. 

“Riku, hi!” said Kairi, taking the seat opposite him. Sora sat down beside her. 

He yawned. “Yeah, hi, fuck you both for last night.” 


Sora grinned. “Love you too, Riku.” 


“Oh, you love him, alright,” Kairi murmured. Sora promptly elbowed her once again, this time in 
the ribs, and she suppressed a laugh. 


Riku raised an eyebrow. “I don’t know what the hell you just said, but you don’t want to piss off 
Sora. ‘Cause I’m already pissed off at you, and if you piss him off too, you’re gonna be Kairi 
Naemates for the first day back.” 


“Oh, Riku,” she said, “we all know you’re just grumpy because today you start Higher Maths.” 
“Eugh.” He covered his face with both hands and shook his head. ’’Don’t remind me, asshole.” 
“T don’t think Maths is so hard.” Sora’s voice was full of the naivety of youth. 


Riku scoffed. “Okay, let’s see if you’re still saying that by the end of this year.” 


“Come on, how bad can-” 


“Trust me, Sora, I’ve literally just finished the year you’re starting. Listen to the master. Respect 
my goddamn advice and bookmark Wolfram Alpha or some shit.” He stretched his arms a bit and 
yawned once more. “You two are pretty fucking late for the first day back. Sleep in again?” 


They nodded. 


“Mhm. Figures,” he said, pulling his phone out of his pocket to fiddle with. “Well, you didn’t miss 
much, except Xemnas being kind of an ass to some first years.” 


Xemnas was a strange phenomenon. He had graduated from high school a good few years prior, 
but due to poor security, he could still sneak in and talk to his weird little cult following as long as 
he shoved his old uniform on. It was creepy and kind of sad but he held decent social status 
anyway simply because, holy shit, he was fucking Xemnas, and he was smart enough to do some 
scary damage. 


“Do you ever wish our school, like, met child protection standards or something?” Kairi asked. “I 
mean, he’s twenty-one. This is getting ridiculous.” 


“Yeah, well, we know complaining’Il do jack shit, so we kind of have to ignore it,” said Riku. 
Sora looked struck by some thought. “Have you seen-” 


“Yes,” Riku interrupted. “Roxas is here. No, Xemnas hasn’t gave him any shit yet. Relax, Sora, 
it’s not even first period.” 


Sora visibly relaxed. His little cousin wasn’t exactly the best at fitting in. Being part of the family, 
Sora could see he was actually a lot like his wonderboy big brother: dedicated, funny, friendly 
(not to mention they had the same stupidly dynamic hair). Other people tended not to see it that 
way, because while Ventus was straightforward and relatively conventional, the way Roxas’ brain 
worked was a little different. 


“Speaking of first period...” Kairi pulled her timetable out of her pocket and, giving it a quick 
look, groaned. “Geography.” 


“Tm in PE.” Sora smiled. “We’re supposed to be doing the Bleep Test.” 

“T swear to God, only you could see that as a good thing.” 

Riku snorted. “Yeah, both of you can shut up, because I have a double period of Maths.” 
“T’m telling you, I think you’re overreacting a little.” 


“Sora, I am literally one shit comment away from punching you.” It would have been threatening 
if Riku wasn’t smiling while he said it. 


Sora laughed. “Just make sure it’s not my face, okay? It holds, like, half my charm at least.” 
“No promises, little guy.” 


Just then, the building was filled with a grating ringing noise. The masses stood up and grabbed 
their bags, ready for the great high school student migration of walking to their first class. For a 
surreal moment, everyone in the vicinity just sort of stopped talking, and they didn’t sigh out loud, 
but it definitely felt as if they did. 


Riku banged his head against the table. 


“T actually kind of like this part,” said Kairi. “There’s a real sense of community, like, our mutual 
hatred for the privilege of education brings us together or something.” 


Riku forced himself onto his feet. “Shut up, Kairi.” He took a deep breath to psyche himself up 
and turned for the Maths corridor. “See ya later.” 


“Bye!” Sora called, loud enough to make a few heads turn and subsequently shake. He stood still 
to skim his timetable once more as he had sort of forgotten where he was, and a human traffic jam 
piled up all around him. He heard some swearing around him in an angry voice (Axel’s? 
Marluxia’s?) so he picked up the pace. As he did that, he looked around for Kairi, but she was 
gone in the crowd. 


Walking to class alone was usually a little boring, but the first day back was pretty awesome. 
Friends had almost two months of shit to catch up on! Hallways were a blast! Sora wasn’t exactly 
eavesdropping...he wouldn’t use such a strong word. He was just taking in his surroundings, 
which happened to include some minted conversations, with the traditional five senses, which 
happened to include his hearing. 


ikea 


“,.and I’m telling you, he just jumped in the wheelie bin and rolled down the M8 
“*’,.Alaskan thunderfuck, and it’s seriously the best thing I’ve ever...” 

“*...80 he takes his boxers off, right, and out pop these two enormous...” 
“.,.dad’s favourite scorpion, so we had to go all the way to Glasgow for...” 


Even the little snatches he could get were satisfying enough. He could fill a book with the things 
people said when they thought nobody was listening in. He wouldn’t do that, though, because 
telling secrets was unfair. 


Secrets. He guessed he considered his little crush a secret, because secret crushes were totally 
more fun. Besides, he really liked having things that just him and Kairi knew. It reminded him of 
when they were little kids and they used to do dumb shit like steal cookies from the kitchen 
without getting caught, but it was more than that, because he could trust Kairi. He’d known her 
for God knows how long and he would put his life in her hands. But not his laptop, because last 
time he let that happen, he logged onto facebook to discover that in his latest status he’d publicly 
declared his love for Shrek. 


As he was attempting to piece together what the fuck scorpions had to do with Glasgow, he 
reached the PE department, and upon this stopped dead in his tracks. His teacher was going to kill 
him dead, new term or not, because coming to school unprepared was a massive no-no. 


He dug around in his backpack just to be totally sure he was fucked, but came up with nothing 
except a half-eaten packet of Soothers. “Dang it dang it dang it dang it dang it...” He threw the 
Soothers aside, and by accident, in the process he hit a first year in the head. 


“Oh my God, I am so sorry!” he yelped. 


The little kid glared, kicked him in the shin and moved along. A couple of Xemnas’ idiot friends 
who were leaning against the wall laughed like baboons. 


So with a surprisingly sharp pain in his leg, Xigbar and Xaldin a few metres away, his bag lying 
open on the floor, open to be trampled be the whole school population, Sora couldn’t really think 
about anything other than his PE kit, which was evidently still lying on Kairi’s bedroom floor. 


Crayons 


Chapter Summary 


Sorry, I'm just kind of vomiting words onto a document now. 


Riku slammed shut his locker. “Come on, guys, don’t tell me I’m walking home alone today!” 


“Well, sorry,” said Kairi. “It’s just that Belle invited me to Art Club, and I promised I’d check it 
out, so...” 


Sora nodded. “And I’m still in detention with Mr Xehanort!” He grimaced at his shoes. “It’s so 
awkward. Like, the only other guy in there is Terra, as in Head Boy Terra, and all he’ll talk about 
is weird sixth year stuff I don’t understand, and Xehanort’s eyes are like some kind of weird alien 
jewellery-” 


“Okay, we get it, Sora, you can shut up now.” Riku nudged his friend, then put a hand on his 
shoulder. “Sounds like you have an hour of fun ahead of you.” 


“T guess I'd better get going,” Sora said glumly. “Wish me luck, guys.” 


“T hope you trip over and die on your way to the classroom,” Riku said, an affectionate smile on 
his face. He spun around to Kairi. “Well, I guess I'd better fuck off, then. Thanks for abandoning 
me, loser.” 


Kairi nodded. “You are most surely welcome.” 
“Enjoy extra time with the high as fuck art teachers.” 
“Enjoy walking home alone, Riku Naemates.” 


“Watch yourself, little girl.” He gave her a high five which turned into a lame-cool-guy handshake 
which turned into one of those awkward half-hug arms things. He smiled halfheartedly and 
headed for the front door. Kairi watched him go, then set off up the main stairs. 


Kairi was proud of herself for successfully making it through the second day back. The first day 
was okay by her because the teachers didn’t really do anything and none of it seemed real yet. 
None of them were such monsters that they gave out homework on the first day, they were too 
busy with refresher lessons and icebreakers. Hell, her biology teacher had spent the whole period 
getting everyone to tell the class their opinions on Galvanic reanimation (while passing around the 
magic frog carcass, as only the holder was allowed to speak, of course.) That was great. That was 
just time-killing bullshit. The second day, though? Nope. That was when the iron fists started 
cracking down, when she started hearing phrases like, “You’re S4 now, and you need to start 
acting like it!” 


Mr Eraqus had almost assigned homework. She could feel it, she had senses for these things. He 
was going to tell them to read another inane scene from fucking Macbeth, and she was pleading 
him not to with her eyes, and praying to whatever deities might exist that something, God, 
anything would stop him before he ruined her free time. 


And fuck, Kairi was seriously thinking about converting to something, because just in the nick of 
time- just in those last two minutes of the period- Headmaster Mouse had walked in and grabbed 
Mr Eraqus aside to talk about the new curriculum. She could have sworn she saw the headmaster 
shoot the class a wink as the bell dismissed them. 


But yeah. Tomorrow would be the third day back, perish the thought, that was even worse than 
the second. There was no way she could dodge assigned reading for another day. Eraqus would 
play dirty- tell them to do it at the start of class instead of the end. It would take masterful 
derailment to stop him, and a lot more coordination than her class full of dumb fifteen year old 
boys was capable of. 


She didn’t have to think about that yet, though. She was taking it one day at a time and she was 
doing just fine. The second day, which was a true test of her willpower not to scream, had been 
defeated, and she was one day closer to the October holidays, and about a minute away from what 
was essentially another art class. 


Kairi loved art. From the moment her twelve year old self had been handed modelling clay for the 
first time, her heart had locked onto sculpting and refused to let go. Painting and drawing and all 
that was okay too, but like, it wasn’t as tangible. With clay, the things she could make had height 
and depth and life in them. She could make and break worlds as she moulded and shaped- it was 
the only power rush she’d ever need. 


Understandably, for this reason, Art was sort of her favourite subject. Not to mention the teachers, 
of course, they were lovely, if a bit...odd. She felt a lot of people didn’t give them enough credit, 
just dismissed them as total weirdos, but once you got to know them, they were really sweet. And 
they were cool with kids chewing gum in class. Which was legendary. 


She pushed the pull door, then pulled it and entered the art department. Sat in the first classroom 
was a busy cluster of kids, most a little older than her but a good few her age or younger. The 
seniors were mostly sat around one table that was far too small for all of them but that wasn’t a 
problem, because the teacher in charge was Goofy, who honestly did not give a shit as long as 
everyone was happy. Goofy had a last name- Coleman or some shit. He even had a first name. 
But nope, to his students, he was just Goofy. Fine. 


Sat at the end of the classroom, at a table all alone, there she was: Naminé. She looked content to 
be by herself as always, scribbling away at a sheet of paper with a red crayon. The rest of the pack 
of crayolas was spread all out over her desk, some of which had even fallen to the floor. Her 
blonde hair flooped in front of her face, but in Kairi’s opinion it just made her look all the more 
cute. Nobody was giving her shit now, which was good. Most of the kids who did that didn’t take 
art. There were a couple of aggressively straight boys a few metres away from her, but at that 
particular moment they were busy marking their territory by drawing dicks all over the table. 


Belle looked up from her book as the door swung shut behind Kairi. She grinned and ran over. 
“Thank God you’re here. Adam and Cindy bailed, so you’re the only friend I have.” 


She looked pretty today, and ready to work, with her hair tied up in a messy bun and an apron on 
over her blazer. She was a year older than Kairi, but they’d become fast friends when they realised 
they were both Warrior Cats fans way back in Kairi’s first year. Belle was kind of like a cool big 
sister, she thought, a cool big sister who was always had new recommendations for reading 
material. 


“Come on,” Kairi smiled, “did you really think I’d miss this?” She scoped the room. “Where are 
we sitting, then?” 


What she really meant was something more along the lines of “there is only one place we can sit 
and I really think we shouldn’t’. All the other seats were taken by the thirty or forty kids in the 
room, some chairs had even been taken in from other rooms because nobody wanted to sit 
beside...there were no other spaces, though. 


Naminé’s table. 


Kairi’s reasons for avoiding her were different to the others’. Most didn’t like her because she was 
weird and didn’t understand their jokes. Kairi just didn’t want to bother her or make her feel 
uncomfortable when she looked so happy to be on her own, unpestered for once. 


“Alright!”’ A fun voice behind her caught her attention, and she spun around to see a familiar 
smiling face. 


Goofy looked at her and Belle, his eyes crinkling with familial affection. “You girls go sit with 
Naminé, a-hyuck!” 


Kairi exchanged a look with Belle. She half expected Naminé to look up in some kind of horror, 
but the girl didn’t seem to notice. Cautiously, the two wandered over to the other girl’s table. Belle 
took the seat of the edge, so Kairi sat down in the seat closest to Naminé. The girl kept drawing. 


“Good afternoon, kids!’ Goofy’s voice rang across the room. “This week I just want y’all to get 
comfortable with your elbow partners, so there isn’t a prompt for today! Just draw what you 
wanna draw!” 


Kairi was a little disappointed that the modelling clay wasn’t out, but that was hardly at the 
forefront of her mind. She couldn’t take her gaze off the curtain of fair hair to her right, and the 
girl behind it. She could feel that Belle was, in turn, looking at her. It was silent- too silent. 


Belle slid Kairi a piece of paper and a pencil, with which the girl began to sketch what would 
probably turn out to be a shitty ref for one of her OCs, because her 2D work really didn’t get too 
creative. When she looked at Belle’s paper, it was already ridiculously elaborate- she had started 
on the lineart already, and her sketchlines showed a princely young man adorned with brooches 
and a cape with a feathered hat, kneeling down in front of a young woman...who had a messy 
bun and a book in her hand. 


Kairi knew her drawing was shitty in comparison, but she didn’t care. That was always going to 
be the case. Belle lived to draw and read, whereas Kairi drew and read to live through classes. 
Curiosity (nosiness) still not satisfied, she turned her attention to Naminé. 


The wall of hair had shifted when Naminé leant back a little, her face not nearly so close to the 
page anymore. Kairi took this as an opportunity to see what her elbow partner was drawing. 


In the centre of Naminé’s sheet of paper was a drawing of two people, a girl and a boy, holding 
hands. The girl was blonde, and wore the school uniform with a white skirt instead of a black one. 
The boy had stupidly spiky hair and wore a woolly cardigan over a white schoolshirt. Kairi knew 
who they were supposed to be instantly. It was Naminé and Roxas. That made enough sense as 
they did, after all, go to nurture group together, so they were probably kinda close. Sora would be 
glad to know Roxas had a friend, she thought. 


“T like your drawing,” she said softly. 
Naminé looked up like a rabbit caught in headlights. 


Kairi mirrored the expression. “Sorry, I-I didn’t mean to-” 


“Thank you.” Naminé’s face softened, not into a smile exactly, but into something a little more 
comfortable. She chewed on her lip for a second. “I-I like drawing. That’s why Miss Mouse got 
me to go to this club.” 


“T can tell you do,” Kairi continued, not exactly sure where she was going. “The detail’s great, I 
mean, the way you did Roxas’ expression, it’s exactly like he really is.” 


“So you could tell it was him.” 
She didn’t know how to respond to that. 


Naminé smiled. “He’s nice,” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. “We sometimes draw 
together when we’re in the same class.” 


“Ah.” She nodded. “So Roxas is good at drawing too, then?” 


“No.” Naminé picked her crayon back up and got back to shading drawing-Roxas’ hair in a shade 
of browny-gold. “But he does it anyway. I don’t mind. I still like his pictures.” She put down her 
crayon again, like she couldn’t decide whether she wanted to add another colour or not. Suddenly, 
she leant over to peer at Kairi’s paper. 


Kairi felt herself turning red. Her sketch had turned into one of her old warriorsona, Seapaw, 
because thinking about Belle so much had given her major nostalgia. She didn’t really like the 
idea of her crush knowing that she had a Warriors phase. Or anyone knowing that she had a 
Warriors phase, for that matter. 


Naminé was unfazed. “Nice cat,” she said. “Sometimes my mum says I remind her of a cat. I quite 
like that.” And just like that, she was back to colouring in, now using a darker hue to shade. 
“Roxas doesn’t like cats. Roxas likes dogs.” 


When Naminé spoke, when she let her mind move her mouth along as the thoughts went through 
her head, it made Kairi feel warm and fuzzy inside. It was hard to start a conversation with 
Naminé, but once you got there, she didn’t really have a filter, and it was nice to Kairi to just hear 
someone say what they wanted to be saying, without stopping themselves from being weird or 
abrupt or whatever. 


Naminé was weird and abrupt, and that was entirely part of the reason Kairi liked her. 
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Roxas hated school. 


He hated homework and studying and stupid dumb subjects like Maths that didn’t make sense, 
and dicky kids who didn’t understand. And the “sympathetic” glances from teachers, which were 
really just looks of pity he didn’t deserve. He could take care of himself, it was just the staff that 
needed to learn that: he wasn’t a fucking kitten, dammit, he was a fifteen year old boy. 


Most of all, he hated his brother. Fucking Ventus was perfect with his good grades and his 
immaculate uniform and his boyfriend who was the legitimate head boy of the school. And he 
didn’t even appreciate it. Roxas would say, “You're so lucky,” in the morning over breakfast and 
Ven would snort and say, “Yeah, okay kid, I’m real lucky to be doing four highers and one 
advanced higher in my fifth year.” And Roxas would be like no, shut up, that was absolutely not 
the point. Ven could do the social thing. Roxas couldn’t, and it constantly fucked him over. 


People did weird things with their faces and voices and expected him to understand that, as if there 
was some sort of rulebook telling him what every weird crinkling of an eye meant. Somehow he 
was the odd one because he couldn’t process information as quickly when his surroundings were 
busy, which seemed reasonable enough to him. Other kids called him stupid because he was 
inclined to take their stupid jokes too seriously. He was “not sarcastically literate” or, as he liked to 
call it, he tended to assume people were telling the fucking truth instead of playing their weird 
mind games. 


Wrapped up in his thoughts, he walked through the lunch hall, sighing a little in relief when he 
was sure his big (three months older!) cousin wasn’t in the vicinity. Third day back, and Sora had 
already given him the “you doing okay, cuz?” line approximately sixteen hundred times. He didn’t 
need to be treated like some helpless little kid, and he really didn’t appreciate it, because for all that 
Sora cared about him, it would be nice to be recognised as a fully functional human being capable 
of doing things. 


His mind wandered along this tangent for a while longer, eventually brought back to reality when 
he walked straight into a wall. The wall snorted, shoved him back, glanced to its friends as they 
laughed. The wall was Xaldin. Fuck. 


“So youre blind as well as r*tarded now?” 


“I’m neither of those things.” Roxas steadied himself and started walking again, but someone 
stepped in front of him. It was Xemnas, and he was smiling, which was supposed to be a good 
emotion thing, but it scared the shit out of Roxas when Xemnas did it, because for some reason 
Xemnas always smiled when he was really horrible. 


Xemnas tried to lock Roxas’ eyes with his own. The boy squirmed uncomfortably and turned his 
gaze to the floor. “Stop it,” he mumbled. 


“Oh my God.” A new voice- a high pitched, condescending one. Larxene. “What? Looking 
someone else in the eyes too human for you?” 


Marluxia chuckled. “He’s a zombie. Most things are too human for him to accomplish.” 


A few among their group made that stupid “ohhh” noise. Roxas really didn’t fucking get that. It 
served no communicational purpose whatsoever. But you know, whatever! Larxene laughed, and 
elbowed Demyx so she would do the same. She did, but her laugh was slow, reluctant... 
reminiscent of the one Roxas always faked at some people’s “humour”. 


“Hey, hey Roxas!” Xigbar called. When Roxas looked over, Xigbar stepped closer, and closer, 
leaning down so he was right in Roxas’ face. Desperately uncomfortable and focused on avoiding 
eye contact, Roxas was frozen to the spot. 


“Roxas,” Xigbar whispered. “You alright, little guy?” 
What? 
“If you’re not alright, that’s, uh...that’s pretty bad, innit? These guys really have to lay off.” 


Xigbar didn’t talk like that. It was weird and confusing. His face was unreadable, but then again, 
whose wasn’t? His voice was so soft only Roxas could hear it, so it wasn’t an obvious joke, but 
something still didn’t seem right. 


“IT know you think we’re a bunch of dicks, but you’ve gotta know we’re just trying to have some 
FUN!” On the last word, Xigbar’s voice ascended from a quiet murmur to something even louder 
than his usual obnoxious squawking: a fully-fledged yell. 


Roxas leapt backwards on impulse, tripping over his own poorly-laced shoes, so there he was on 
the floor, covering his sensitive ears and trembling. He couldn’t handle sudden noises, so being 
anything other than completely distrustful of someone like Xigbar was a mistake. His ears ringed, 
his world going blurry, or rather, the world was fine but his brain was going blurry from the 
sensory hell. 


Xemnas’ friends pissed themselves at that, of course, one of the bigger ones slapping Xigbar’s 
back in some weird congratulations. Demyx’s laugh was quiet and shaky, but nobody seemed to 
notice. 


“Zombie...brain...overloaded!”” someone called in what Roxas would have, had he been 
processing information efficiently, assumed was a poor imitation of his own voice. 


“He’s vibrating like Marl’s phone after a good night out!” 
“Oi, Roxas! You scared? You going to get your big brother on our asses?” 


A snort. “Ohhh, I’m sooo scared. Ventus might hairgel us to death!” 


Roxas couldn’t make words. He just curled up into himself tighter and tighter until he stopped 
registering the presence of the group. His breathing grew heavy, his head full of air instead of 
thoughts, so he couldn’t wonder where the teachers were, the ones who should have been 
supervising the lunch hall. 


A usually calm and cool voice, now sounding rather ruffled: “Alright, guys, we’re going a little far 
here.” 


“What the tits, Axel?” 


Axel’s hair was like Sonic the hedgehog except a lot more red. Seriously, he was worse than 
Ventus. Roxas did not look up at his voice- Axel was another asshole, no different from the white 
noise of shit he was currently trying to block out. 


“What the hell, dude?” Larxene asked. “You like this kid or something?” 


“Shut up,” he told her. “All I’m saying is there’s a point where it stops being funny and just 
becomes sad. You can’t just yell in his face, y know? He’s...” The trail off was kind of 
synonymous with Roxas at that point. 


Xaldin stood up. “He’s what?” 
“He’s, y know, uh...he’s got Asperger’s, so-” 
Xigbar scoffed. “Here we fucking go.” 


“Just chill a little, okay?” Axel barked. “Like, just lay off him for now. There’s no point in 
traumatising some random fourth year, and you could totally get in trouble.” 


“Oh, fuck off, Ax-” 


“Axel’s right,” Xemnas sighed. “We don’t need to draw attention to ourselves as soon as the 
school year starts.” 


Axel nodded vigorously. “Yeah. So why don’t you all go, like, smoke behind the bike sheds or 
something, and I'll catch up in a minute?” 


Mumbles of unsureness filled the air, but over the course of the next minute, Xemnas and his gang 
fucked off to slink somewhere less crowded, as suggested. Axel stood awkwardly, hands in 
pockets, watching Roxas: the kid was a mess, with his shaking and the way he was trying to 
protect his ears so hard that he hadn’t even noticed his change in company. 


It was a few moments before Axel decided he had to say something. 


First he scoped the area to make sure nobody was really watching. Then he bent down and tapped 
the kid’s shoulder. When he was not graced with a response, he repeated the action. 


Roxas opened his eyes and looked up slowly. It was Axel, and that was not a good thing. Axel 
was loud, rude and far too confusing for Roxas’ liking. He was well-integrated into the intricacies 
and nuances of social interaction crap, and he flaunted it like hell. He wanted to turtle up again, 
but he knew fine that if Axel wanted something, he wasn’t going to leave Roxas alone until he got 
it. 


Slowly, apprehensively, Roxas uncovered his ears. 


“Relax, kid. I’m not gonna scream in your face if that’s what you’re wondering.” 


That was blunt. Unless there was some weird reverse psychology shit going on here, Roxas 
decided to trust him- at least not to make big noises. 


“T got them off your ass,” Axel continued. ““You’re welcome.” 


“Y-y...” Roxas shook his head. Words were hard. “You’re welcome?” he repeated after a 
moment. 


Axel smiled. “You bet you are. In fact, don’t even thank me. It’s cool.” 
“’... don’t need your help,” Roxas said quietly. 

Axel cocked his head aside. “Huh?” 

“IT DON’T NEED YOUR HELP!” he whisper-yelled. 


Roxas wished for this conversation to be over so he could try to forget this ever happened already. 
Just this once, fate seemed to be on his side, because the bell rang. It was jarring, and it made him 
even more unsteady, so when he forced himself to his feet he was shaking like anything. RE- that 
was his next class. He stumbled off in its direction, leaving Axel looking and feeling kind of 
stupid. 


It was his first RE class of the school year, so the seating plan was allocated. His classmates were 
kids he already knew, largely assholes, and unfortunately, none of them were Naminé. He huffed, 
ready and waiting for another class where he was going to spend the year ignoring everyone. 


However, something weird happened. When he trudged over and sat in the seat Mr Donald had 
assigned him, the girl sitting to his left had a face that wasn’t attached to a name in his mental 
Who’s Who of the school. She had papers of all sorts spread over her deskspace, mostly 
timetables but other notable entries included a copy of the school dresscode and the rules 
handbook. 


She wore a skirt, and underneath that, woolly black tights. She looked a little like Naminé or 
Sora’s friend Kairi in the face, even with similarly blue eyes, but her hair was dark and cropped 
short. Her face had an expression something like panic. 


When she saw him, she started talking, fast and kind of unclear. “Hey! Sorry. I’m new here and, 
uh, my next class is in the...’Safety Net Room’? Do you know where that is?” She gestured to the 
sixth period block on her timetable and, sure enough, it read: Nurture Group, Safety Net Room. 


This Nurture Group functioned as a support system for autistic pupils. In spite of his incredibly 
shitty day, he almost smiled. She was like him. For once he wasn’t going to be the only one in the 
fucking class. 


Roxas wasn’t used to strangers, but there was something about this one that...stunned him into 
acceptance of her? He looked for words, and this time they did not run away. “I’m in there next 
period, too. You can walk with me if you want.” 


“Th-that would be really good!” The girl laughed, obviously a bundle of nerves. “My name’s 
Xion. What’s yours?” 


“T?’m Roxas.” 


“Nice to meet you, Roxas!” 


Somewhere in the classroom, there were sniggers. “Aw, would you look at that,” called one 
voice, “the zombie and the ghoul are making friends!” The others laughed, but Roxas and Xion 
didn’t notice. They were already wrapped up in a conversation along the lines of so-when-were- 
you-diagnosed and do-you-have-a-special-interest? 


Family 
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Sora lacked willpower to the point that he had to hold his own hands together to keep himself 
from grabbing Roxas by the shoulders and hugging him for a year. 


When Tiana told him what happened the previous day, he flipped- almost literally, his muscles 
itching with some newly-found adrenaline or energy or something, and whatever it was, it wanted 
him to deck Xemnas and his idiots. Sora was pissed, and no matter how much Kairi and Riku 
tried to calm him down, they weren’t going to succeed. 


“He went right to his next class, man,” Kairi pointed out. “He’s not a helpless little kid. He 
handled it.” 


Sora shook his head. “It’s not like that. It could have been worse,” he said. “Rox could have been 
having a bad day, or they could have gone further- and trust me, they would go further, the idiots- 
“We know, Sora-” 

“And I swear to God, if they ever touch him again, even a little, I’m going to kill them.” 

“Sora.” He felt Kairi’s hand on his shoulder, a comforting pressure. “You know they’d deserve 
every bit of it, but you need to calm down a little, okay?” She tried a small smile. “Freaking out 
and getting all confrontational isn’t going to help anyone. If anything, it’ll just cause Roxas more 
trouble. Right, Riku?” 


Riku, who had been looking semi-conscious, didn’t exactly come to life- he still looked bored as 
he looked Sora over. “I just wish you two would stop talking about it. If one of Xemnas’ idiots 
hears you, we’ll get in shit.” 


Kairi shot him a look, but she sighed. “He’s kinda right, y’know.” 


Sora slumped on the table. “If it was your cousin, you’d understand,” he muttered. “Like, not even 
just the family thing. ’ve been watching people tread all over Roxas all our lives, and it hurts to 
see him like that.” 


“Except,” Riku said, “you didn’t see him like that. Tiana did. What they did was shitty, but please 
can you just not stress too much? You can’t take on Xemnas’ creepy fucking...organisation all by 
yourself.” 


“T can,” grumbled Sora. 
“Seriously, guys, look.” Kairi pointed to the next table over, where Axel sat down, eagerly 
followed by Demyx, then waved over the rest of the group. 


The boys grimaced, and she nodded. “Let’s talk about something else.” 


Riku groaned. “Okay. And fuck, I could talk about this all day, okay: today in Maths we were 


revising, and then Miss Daisy just starts talking about this vector shit and I’m like ‘what the fuck’ 
because we so didn’t cover that last year-” 


“Sora, what are you doing?!” 

Riku stopped his story in its tracks and looked up. Kairi’s interruption was, indeed, justified, as 
Sora was making his way over to the other table, fists balled, tense from head to toe. A few had 
spotted him. Marluxia was already laughing. 


Every organ in Riku’s body jumped the wrong way. “Idiot!” he hissed through his teeth, moving 
to stand beside Kairi. The two watched in horror as the scene unfolded in front of them, 
occasionally looking to each other and scrambling, whispering debates about whether or not they 
should do something. 


Sora stopped right beside Xemnas’ chair and the air between them seemed to liquefy. Xemnas’ 
smirk was replaced with a very obviously staged look of boredom. Sora did not attempt to hide his 
feelings, and that spoke for itself- he stared, unblinking, right into Xemnas’ eyes, perhaps only a 
foot away, which was approximately a hundred times closer than he’d get on a usual day. 


“Stay away from Roxas,” he said, his words spat out and as spiky as his hair. “If I ever hear 
you’ve so much as touched him, [’Il-” 


“You'll get real mad,” Axel finished. “You’ll come over to our table at lunch and tell us what 
horrible people we are. You might even go to the office and say we’re bullying him, and we’ ll get, 
what, three days’ detention? I mean, wow, Sora. You’re a force to be reckoned with.” 


Demyx laughed, running her hand through her hair. It was a brittle noise, like old bones. “Yeah. 
I’m so scared of you, Sora,” she said, and when no-one laughed, she shrunk into herself a little 
more. 


Xemnas simply turned back to the slice of pizza one of his cronies had sneaked for him and took a 
bite. “Go away,” he said, uncaring. 


“T’m not going to go away until you promise you won’t hurt him anymore.” Sora felt his face 
grow hot. Deep down, some part of him knew how completely useless it was to try and reason 
with them, but that was who he was- while he was certainly agile and a competent fighter when 
he had to be, he was nonviolent at heart, and a fight with anything more than words wasn’t 
something he would actively seek out. 


The thing about Xemnas was that he was actually pretty fucking smart when he wanted to be. He 
was capable of reasoning. He was opinionated, he had ideals and morals and all kinds of complex 
and interesting arguments on all kinds of things- science, philosophy, literature (all things that 
rather went over Sora’s head), but most of the time he just didn’t care. It was like dialogues were 
beneath him unless they were with someone he respected, and when Xemnas respected someone, 
they were usually a) dead and/or b) from the other side of the world. 


He wasn’t brainless. He wasn’t refusing to listen to Sora out of some primal predisposition 
towards brawn, although he certainly wasn’t lacking in it. He simply didn’t give a shit- Sora was 
too insignificant for him, and Sora knew that perfectly well. 


Xemnas said nothing this time. 


In a fit of frustration, the worst Sora’s peaceful heart could will his hands to do was to knock the 
pizza out of Xemnas’ hands. And at first, Xemnas still didn’t give a shit- just a slice of pizza. 
Something eleven idiots would happily buy him any day of the week. His facial expression was, 
for the first half a second, completely unbothered. 


No, it was after that half a second had passed that his eyes went dangerous, metamorphosing from 
an almost gentle amber to a sweltering electric yellow. The colour didn’t even change- it didn’t 
have to. Xemnas’ face set the tone for his eyes, and he was pissed. 


He looked around at Sora. “Do you think,” he snarled, “that you have the right to do that to me?” 


Sora gulped down some air, trying to force his brain to kick into gear, essentially yelling at 
himself, “Quick! Think of a witty comeback!” to no avail. His fists shook and wavered slightly, 
the littlest fingers of each hand trying to uncurl, but he clenched and kept them in place. He was 
going to stand his ground. 


With a nod from Vexen, Larxene and Lexaeus pushed their chairs out behind themselves and 
stood up. They towered over Sora, despite the fact that they only had one and two years 
respectively over on him. Larxene’s eyes were serpentine and sadistic, while Lexaeus’ were, as 
always, unreadable. Faced with two people, one so viciously nimble and the other so... huge, a 
chill ran down Sora’s spine, but he didn’t care. He could take whatever they wanted to throw at 
him, he decided. 


“Oh my God,” Kairi said unhappily, clutching Riku’s forearm a little tighter. “They’re gonna kill 
him. We have to do something.” 


“What, make them kill us, too?! Are you fucking crazy?” 


“You’re such a coward!” she cried, dropping her hold on him in frustration. “But fine! If you 
don’t care enough to save him from having his ass kicked, I'll be the good friend!” She half- 
jogged over to Sora so she stood shoulder-to-shoulder with him. 


Riku facepalmed. 


“Oh?” Luxord said, the hint of a laugh in his voice. “Would you look at that! He brought a pal 
along.” 


Kairi shot him a look. “Yeah, and she’s telling you to back off!” 


Everyone at the table erupted in laughter, except Lexaeus, who was technically standing up and 
therefore not at the table, and in any case not much of a talker. Demyx just stared blankly into 
space for a moment, but then she joined in, imitating Larxene’s cackle although she was staring at 
the way Axel’s throat moved with the low rumble of his laugh. 


“Unbelievably,” Xigbar started, “we don’t really care what you’re telling us to do.” 
Marluxia nodded smugly. “And besides, your boyfriend started it.” 


“Not my boyfriend,” she said. ““And yeah, he’s an idiot, but he’s just coming back to our table 
now. Isn’t that right, Sora?” She jerked him backwards, but like a statue he refused to be moved. 


“Not until they promise to lay off Roxas,” he said. 


She tugged on his sleeve again and grinded her teeth. She leant in right close to his ear. “You 
know that’s not going to happen. Come on.” 


Xaldin crackled his knuckles and stood up too, now, wandering over to Sora and Kairi almost 
nonchalantly. “You understand there are twelve of us and two of you, right?” he commented, 
placing a hand on Kairi’s shoulder. 


She shuddered, trying to shrug his hand off. “Get off me,” she muttered, her face drawn up into a 


wince. 


He sneered, and tightened his grasp. “Two tiny little fourth years really think they can handle 
fucking with the big kids?” 


“Seriously, get off her!” Sora said, reaching out a hand to grab Xaldin’s arm, but his own forearm 
was grabbed in midair. Larxene’s slender fingers were wrapped around his wrist now, and he felt 
Lexaeus grabbing him by the back of the collar. Weakly, he wondered why there had to be no 
teachers in the lunch hall, and braced himself to get hit. 


“Uh, hey, guys?” That was Riku’s voice. Kairi snapped her head in the direction of the sound and 
sure enough, there he was, arms folded, chest puffed out, staring Xaldin dead in the eyes. 


Riku put on a little smile. “Uh, hey. You see, you kind of seem to have my dweebs, and I'd like 
you to give ‘em back.” 


Xaldin smirked a little. “Finders keepers.” 


“Yeah, but you see, I’m kind of lonely without those two and you guys already have all the 
company you need, so if you could just return Kairi and Sora to my care, that’d be great.” 


Kairi scowled. Riku smiled brightly back at her. 
Larxene squinted at him. “Do you really think we’re gonna let them go just because you said so?” 


He barked a laugh. “Fuck no. I’m not an idiot, for God’s sake, ’m taking Higher Maths. Nah, it’s 
just that once you let them go, I'll stop bothering you and we can all go off and eat our lunch in 
peace.” A moment of silence. “Alright, fuck. P'll pay for a replacement slice of goddamn pizza. Is 
that good enough for you?” 


Xemnas let out a short breath. “Don’t waste your time on them,” he ordered. “We have better 
things to spend time on.” 


Reluctantly, Larxene, Lexaeus and Xaldin unhanded the kids, shooting them daggers before 
returning to their chairs. Kairi and Sora sighed a little in relief- she looked back and nodded at 
Riku, while he just stared at his feet. 


“Pizza money?” Luxord prompted. 


“Ugh.” Riku dug into his pocket and threw a one pound coin at him. “Enjoy your cheesy 
cardboard.” At this point, Riku took both of his friends firmly by the backs of their shirts and 
dragged them back over to the table where they’d been sat before. 


“Well done, Sora,” he said with a mocking smile. “It’s the fourth day of school and you’ve 
already attracted the most unwanted attention in the school!” 
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